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Author’s Note

 

 

Beginning in Twisted Lies, the Twisted Fate Series is connected to The Devil’s Heir, the first book in my Hellfire Series Characters, elements, and settings from The Devil’s Heir make appearances in books 2-5 of the Twisted Fate Series.


Trigger Warning

 

There are several scenes in this book that may be triggering to some. While this story is dark and kinky, it also shines a light on a healthy way to participate in kink. The characters practice SSC (Safe Sane Consensual) as well as RACK (Risk Aware Consensual Kink).

As with any form of edge play, be sure to know how to keep yourself and your partner/partners safe before you play!

As a proud member of the BDSM community, I truly hope you enjoy this book!

P.S. I fully intended to wrap everything up in a pretty bow by the end of this book, but the characters decided otherwise. As a result, Twisted Secrets ends in a cliffhanger and everything is tied up in book 2, Twisted Lies, coming November 30,2020. I apologize now for my characters not cooperating!

 

 

 

 

To all my fellow kinksters out there, stay kinky and stay true to yourselves!
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What would you do if your entire life were a lie? For Arianna Tenebris, she will go to the ends of the Earth and beyond. To find answers to her family's twisted past, Arianna travels to Hell where she meets her great grandfather, an upper echelon Tazanoth demon named Bezromuth. Can he help her untwist the secrets and lies, or will he add to them? Only time will tell.
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Arianna


I watched as Malik opened the portal. Beyond it lay a land of gray and I wondered if that was what all of Hell looked like.

“Remember, Kesah, once we get there, demons will sense untrained power. Let us do the talking and fighting, if it comes to that,” Malik said and stepped through.

One by one, we followed, and when my eyes adjusted to the different lighting I realized the land wasn’t all gray. It was dusk in Hell, and the portal had opened up next to a mountain chain.

I felt Bas take my hand, and when we all turned in the direction we would need to go to find this Bezromuth, everyone froze.

Standing a short distance from the portal was an imposing figure. I felt a kinship with him but I didn’t understand why. Not until Malik opened his mouth.

“Lord Bezromuth, we come seeking an audience, if you will grant it.”

Bezromuth made a motion with his hands and we were suddenly surrounded.

“I have been waiting for you, Arianna Tenebris, child of my blood.” He turned away and we had no choice but to follow.

He’d been waiting for me. He knew about me. What in Hades’ name did I just get myself into?
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Arianna

 

Hell was nothing like I'd expected. Okay, that's a lie. It was a little bit like I thought because it was hot as fuck. But there was no fire and brimstone. Stars dusted the night sky as we slowly made our way through the mountains that surrounded us.

I’d been completely stunned when faced with the demon who was my great-grandfather. I’d been expecting someone much older, but Lord Bezromuth looked to be maybe a decade older than me, if that.

“Malik? Why doesn’t Lord Bezromuth look older. He doesn’t look much older than me,” I whispered to my mate.

“Demons can choose to stop aging when they reach a certain age. Most chose to do so, because, let’s face it, we’re a bit vain,” Malik replied.

“Oh. I guess that makes sense.” It was still a little weird, but I was sure I’d get used to it.

"Fuck, it's hot," Bas grumbled. "You could have warned us, Malik."

"I did not think of it. It's not always this hot, but we are in the middle of summer," Malik replied.

"Does Hell have seasons like Earth does?" I ask to distract myself from the heat and the trek.

"Yes, Vesalea. You should see Hell in autumn when the leaves change to purple and red. Or winter when snow is on the ground. It's quite beautiful," Malik replied.

"Maybe we could visit?" I suggested.

"Would you like that, Pet?" he growled.

"I would," I admitted and realized it was true.

We rounded a bend and I stopped and stared. Ahead in the distance was what appeared to be a castle. Was that where we were headed? When the demons behind me got restless, I continued walking.

The distance between us and the castle disappeared quickly as we walked. Soon we were passing through the gates. The castle was a massive stone structure with several turrets. The stone was a dark gray with flecks that sparkled in the lights that circled the courtyard. There was a small flower garden in front of the castle, but what grew there were flowers I'd never seen before. They were an array of vibrant colors from pink, blue, orange, and purple.

Inside the castle, the temperature was decidedly cooler and there was an audible sigh of relief from me and my companions.

"Welcome to my home," Bezromuth said, widening his arms to encompass us all. "Rooms have been prepared for each of you, so you can freshen up. Appropriate clothing has also been provided so that you can change out of your sweat soaked clothing. Kital will show you to your rooms," he added.

"Thank you, Lord Bezromuth," Malik said, inclining his head at him.

"If you will follow me," a lesser demon said, and we fell in line behind him as he escorted us through the castle.

"This place is huge," Bas whispered.

"I was thinking the same thing," I replied.

"Anyone else getting lost?" Dax asked after the fourth turn.

"Definitely," I murmured.

There's definitely no way we can find our own way around," Zaine hissed.

"That's the point," Malik replied. "Lord Bezromuth does not want us wandering around unescorted. Arianna may be his great granddaughter, but this is his domain. He controls everyone and everything inside it."

"That makes sense," I said as Kital came to a stop.

"These are your rooms. There are two on each side of the hallway. Yours is there," he said, pointing to me and then to the door closest to me. "I will return in an hour to retrieve you for the evening meal. Use your time wisely." Then he turned and left.

"Looks like that's our cue to go clean up," I said before opening the door. When I stepped into the room, my feet sank into thick carpeting in dark red. Lighter red paint covered the walls, with white trimming. A settee in red and gold sat in front of a fireplace and through the archway sat an orgy-sized bed. It was bigger than a California King.

Shaking my head, I moved through the archway into the bedroom. On the bed lay an outfit. I picked it up and arched a brow. The top was little more than strips of leather crisscrossing to cover the goods. The skirt was going to be so short that if I bent over, it'd show my ass. There were no panties. No way in hell was I wearing that thing.

I made my way into the bathroom, stripped, and hopped into the shower. There was a claw-foot tub that looked like it was great for relaxing, but I wasn't in the mood for that.

After my shower, I wrapped myself in a towel and sat on the bed, trying to figure out what I was going to do about the clothes left for me. A knock on the door pulled my attention from my conundrum. "Come in," I called out.

All four of my men walked in, each wearing leather pants, a leather vest, and nothing else.

"You're not dressed. Why aren't you dressed, Kesah?" Zaine asked.

I motioned to the clothes left for me. "These aren't clothes. This, this is just strips of leather," I said, holding up the top, then picked up the skirt. "This is half a skirt. I'll be flashing cheek with every step I take!"

Malik came forward and took my hands in his. "This is how demons dress, Vesalea. You are in Hell, you must follow our customs or risk insulting Lord Bezromuth. You do not want to do that. You will not heal the way a demon does. His punishment would leave lasting scars."

I shuddered at what he was suggesting. "I don't have a choice in this, do I? You should have warned me, Malik."

"No, you do not, Vesalea. I am sorry. I am used to those around me knowing demon customs, as the Aegis Council teaches it to their charges. I did not think. Forgive me."

"Of course, Malik," I replied, reaching up to caress his cheek.

"Thank you." He leaned in and kissed me.

I sighed softly. "Okay, I guess I'll get dressed," I grumbled. I stood up, dropped the towel, and grabbed the skirt to tug it on.

"Let me help you, Kesah," Dax said, kneeling at my feet.

I handed the skirt to him and placed my hand on his shoulder for balance as I stepped into the skirt.

He slowly slid it up, standing as he did so, and leaned in to kiss me.

A whimper escaped me and he growled. "Later," he said against my lips before stepping back.

I reached for the top, but Bas beat me to it.

"I've got it, Destined," he said.

He helped me into the top, caressing my breasts before he settled the strips of leather over them. "There," he said and stepped back.

"You are such a tease," I grumbled, and he laughed.

"Come, Kital will be here momentarily," Zaine said, holding a hand out to me.

I slipped my hand into his and let him lead me out into the hall, where Kital was indeed approaching.

"You are ready, that is good. If you will follow me," he said, and turned back down the hall.

I kept hold of Zaine's hand, and when Dax moved to my other side, I took his hand as well. Malik and Bas brought up the rear.

"You were right, Kesah, you are flashing us, and we are enjoying the view," Bas growled.

I shivered, and if I wasn't holding hands with two of my men, I would have tried pulling the skirt down some. Instead, I owned it, my head held high as we followed Kital through the castle.

"Lord Bezromuth, your guests have arrived," Kital announced as he led us into the dining hall.

I looked around and swallowed. It was more than just my great-grandfather in the room. It was filled with demons, each dressed just as scantily as we were.

"Chin up, you're gorgeous," Zaine hissed in my ear.

I lifted my chin, I hadn't realized I'd looked down, and approached the table at the front where five empty chairs sat.

Dax helped me with my seat while Bas and Malik sat on one side of me and then he and Zaine took the chairs on my other side.

"Welcome," Bezromuth said in greeting. "Attention," he bellowed. "I would like you to meet my great granddaughter and her companions. You will treat them with the respect due my blood, or you will feel my wrath."

"Yes, Lord Bezromuth," echoed around the room.

A bell rang, and servants entered with trays piled with food. The trays were set on the table, and everyone filled their plates.

I desperately wanted to question him about my familial ties to him, as well as my magic, but something told me that doing so at dinner would be frowned upon.

"Tell me, child of my blood, what do you think of Hell so far?" Lord Bezromuth asked.

I finished the bite I was chewing before I answered. "It's very hot. But I do like the mountains, you can see a great distance from them."

"Yes, you have arrived in the middle of our summer. In another month, it will start cooling off. What have you learned about Hell?"

"Not much, to be honest," I admitted.

Lord Bezromuth looked at my companions. "Is the Aegis Council no longer teaching about the realm of demons?"

"Forgive me, Lord Bezromuth, but I wasn't raised by the Council,” I told him.

"Then how do you come to be with their agents?"

"That's a bit of a long story," I replied.

"We have plenty of time, child of my blood," he responded.

"My mother was pregnant with twins, but they didn't tell the Council. When my older sister, Calex, was born, the Aegis Council's representative took her and left. My parents took that as a sign that the Goddess was watching out for them.

"They brought a high fae witch in every four years to bind my powers, so the Council wouldn't know of my existence, and raised me as human.

"Four and a half years ago, I went out with a friend for my 21st birthday, and on the way home, I was attacked by a trio of vampires. The trauma of the attack triggered my magic for the first time, but I'd convinced myself it wasn't me.

"That event brought me to the Council's notice because it was the first time my twin felt my existence. Six months after the attack, my mother was in an accident that left her paralyzed from the waist down.

"Prior to the accident, a note had appeared on my door, warning me that what was about to happen was because of me. When my mom was injured, I knew it was my fault, so I ran. I changed my name, colored my hair, and kept a low profile.

"Until Zaine tracked me down and had his associate kidnap me. The Council is giving me time to train, since I've only just had my magic unbound, before they test me. Zaine, Malik, Dax, and Bas were the ones the Council had chosen to be my teachers and my protectors. It is fate that made them my mates."

"That is quite the story. We will discuss things more tomorrow. Tonight, we will feast and dance in celebration of your arrival."

"As you wish," I replied.

"Ah, dessert! The shasta fruit is a delicacy. It's very sweet and juicy," Lord Bezromuth announced as trays of pink fruit and bowls of cream were set out.

"I haven't had shasta fruit in ages," Malik said, grabbing several pieces and putting some cream on his plate as well.

Eyeing the unusual looking fruit, I grabbed a couple pieces, added some cream, and took a small bite. "Oh, wow, this is really good. I am officially a
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